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The Oesters house, belonging to the East India Com-
pany, is a stately palace, adorned with more than 300
windows. From hence, walking into the Gun-garden, I
was allowed to see as much of the citadel as is per-
mitted to strangers. It is a matchless piece of modern
fortification, accommodated with lodgments for the sol-
diers and magazines. The graffs, ramparts, and platforms
are stupendous. Returning by the shop of Plantine, I
bought some books, for the namesake only of that famous
printer.

But there was nothing about this city which more rav-
ished me than those delicious shades and walks of stately
trees, which render the fortified works of the town one
of the sweetest places in Europe; nor did I ever observe
a more quiet, clean, elegantly built and civil place, than
this magnificent and famous city of Antwerp. In the
evening, I was invited to Signor Duerte's, a Portuguese
by nation, an exceeding rich merchant, whose palace I
found to be furnished like a prince's. His three daugh-
ters entertained us with rare music, vocal and instru-
mental, which was finished with a handsome collation.
I took leave of the ladies and of sweet Antwerp, as late
as it was, embarking for Brussels on the Scheldt in a
vessel, which delivered us to a second boat (in another
river) drawn or towed by horses. In this passage, we
frequently changed our barge, by reason of the bridges
thwarting our course. Here I observed numerous families
inhabiting their vessels and floating dwellings, so built
and divided by cabins, as few houses on land enjoyed
better accommodation; stored with all sorts of utensils,
neat chambers, a pretty parlor, and kept so sweet, that
nothing could be more refreshing. The rivers on which
they are drawn are very clear and still waters, and pass
through a most pleasant country on both the banks. We
had in our boat a very good ordinary, and excellent com-
pany. The cut is straight as a line for twenty English
miles. What I much admired was, near the midway,
another artificial river, which intersects this at rig"ht,
angles, but on an eminence of ground, and is carried in
an aqueduct of stone so far above the other as that the
waters neither mingle, nor hinder one another's passage.
We came to a town called Villefrow, where all the
passengers went on shore to wash at a fountain issuingo those of Bruges. about it, that I was much confirmedw an elephant, who wasade to
